Blind  Pianist  and  Vocal 


A Sketch  of' 


T|JE  vvas  born  in  La\Vrence,  in  1 858/  1 1 is  pa- 
V rente  were  ■ poor,  but  respectable,  hard- 
working people.  His  father  lost  his  life  while 
fighting  for  his  country  in  the  War  of  the  Re- 
bellion. in  less  than  a year  from  the  time  of  his 
father’s  v death,  his  mother  died  also.  He  was' 
thus  left,  an  orphan  and  homeless,  dependent  on 
the  charity  of  friends,  at  the  age  of  six.  Jh  the 
next  year  he  was  attacked  with  that  terrible 
afflict  ion.  cataract  of  the  eye,  and,  in  the  opera- 
tion which  followed,  his  eyesight  was  lost  to 
him  f never.  Through  the  influence  of  kind 
friends,  he  was  admitted  to  the  Perkins  Institu- 
tion for  the  Blind,  in  ‘South  Boston,  where  lie 

remained  three  years.  He  displayed  remark- 

* r>  ' ,v'K  . 

able  talent  and  great  love  for  music,  and,  through 
tine  i list  ruction  there  received,,  became  proficient 
on  both  the  organ  and  piano.  The  one  bright 
spot  in  his  life,  his  only  pleasure.,  is  in  the  music 


4 


The  Blind  Man’s  Lament. 

Words  by  Joseph  Byron. 

Music  by  Prof.  George  W.  Thompson. 
Sung  by  the  writer  and  composer. 

My  friends,  do  you  ever  give  a thought  to  the 
blind, 

To  the  narrow,  dark  world  in  which  we  live; 
For  the  beauties  of  nature  that  lie  all  around — 
The  earth  and  the  sky — we  cannot  conceive. 
Cut  off  in  my  youth  from  the  bright  light  of 
Heaven, 

The  joys  of  this  life  are  shut  out  from  me  here, 
But  when  in  His  mercy  he  chooses  to  loosen 
The  bonds  that  now  hold  me  I shall  see  ever- 
more. 

CFIORUS. 

Then  pity  the  blind,  for  their  lot  is  a hard  one, 
The  sunlight  and  shadow  to  them  are  alike 
And  the  faces  of  loved  ones  are  hid  from 
their  sight ; 

Always  have  a kind  word  for  the  poor  stricken 
one. 

My  father  went  forth  at  the  call  of  his  country, 

To  fight  , for  the  freedom  of  a down-trodden 
race  ; 

And  he  fell  on  the  field,  while  doing  his  duty, 
And  left  mother  and  I the  cold,  cold  world  to 
face. 

’Twas  but  one  short  year  ere  she,  too,  was  taken, 
And  the  homeless  blind  orphan  was  left  all 
alone  ; 

But,  thanks  to  our  noble  old  blind  institution, 

Aji  object  of  charity  I’ll  never  become. 

—Chorus. 


A Dear  Old  Cray-Haired  Mother. 

Words  by  Walter  Douglas.  Music  by  Eduard  Holst. 

Copyright,  1832,  by  Malcolm  Douglas. 

Near  a quiet  country  village,  in  a peaceful  little 
home 

That  was  long  ago  the  scene  of  childish  joy, 

By  the  fireside  alone,  with  the  happy  years  long 
flown, 

There’s  a gray -haired  mother  waiting  for  her 
boy. 

It  was  long  ago  he  left  her,  with  her  kiss  upon 
his  brow, 

Not  dreaming  how  that  parting  made  her  sad 
heart  yearn; 

Now  with  tears  her  eyes  are  dim,  as  she  rocks 
and  thinks  of  him, 

While  she  wonders  if  he  ever  will  return. 

REFRAIN. 

She  is  waiting  there  so  lonely, 

She  is  thinking  of  him  only, 

How  she  prays  that  he’ll  come  back  to  her 
some  day. 

He  will  never  find  another 

Like  the  dear  old  gray-haired  mother, 

In  the  little  home  he  left  so  far  away. 

Every  night  a lamp  shines  brightly  out,  to  guide 
him  back  to  her, 

When  the  days  of  all  his  wanderings  are  o’er; 

Could  he  see  the  dear  old  face,  on  which  grief 
has  left  its  trace, 

He  would  come  and  bring  a smile  to  it  once 
more. 

Not  a night  but  in  her  prayers  she  has  a blessing 
for  him  still, 

However  far  from  her  his  weary  feet  may 
roam, 

Though  the  world  may  prove  unkind,  still  the 
boy  she  loves  will  find 

A fond  welcome  at  his  dear  old  mother's 
home. — Refrain. 


He  Never  Cares  to  Wander  from 
His  Own  Fireside. 

By  Felix  McGlennon.  Arr.  by  Monroe  H.  Rosenfeld. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Tousey. 

Various  men  have  various  natures, 

Some  prefer  to  cross  the  wave, 

O’er  the  world  they  like  to  travel. 

For  fresh  scenes  they  seem  to  crave, 

To  their  birth-place  some  cling  fondly, 

And  their  hearts  are  in  one  spot, 

See  the  man  whose  home  is  Eden, 

Happy  in  his  humble  cot ! 

CHORUS. 

He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own  fireside  ! 

He  never  cares  to  ramble  or  to  roam  ; 

With  his  children  on  his  knee,  lie’s  as  happy  as 
can  be, 

For  there’s  no  place  like  home,  sweet  home  ! 

How  his  face  with  joy  is  beaming, 

When  the  worldly  toil  is  o’er, 

As  with  eager  step  he  hastens, 

To  his  humble  cottage  door, 

Little  children  run  to  meet  him, 

Pleading  for  a fond  caress, 

There  amongst  his  well-beloved  ones, 

He  can  find  true  happiness  ! — Chorus. 

There’s  a wife  to  fondly  greet  him, 

With  the  loveliglit  in  her  eyes, 

There’ re  the  children  ’round  their  daddy, 
Home  to  him  is  Paradise  ! 

Baby’s  arms  are  round  him  clinging, 

Baby’s  lips  to  his  are  pressed, 

All  is  peace  and  love  and  comfort, 

In  his  home  he  finds  sweet  rest ! 

CHORUS. 

He  never  cares  to  wander  from  his  own  fireside. 

He  never  cares  to  ramble  or  to  roam  ; 

With  his  children  on  his  knee,  he’s  as  happy  aa 
can  be, 

For  there’s  no  place  like  home,  sweet  home  ! 

No  place  like  home,  sweet  home  ! 


Life’s  Story. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  George  W.  Ryer,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y 
Written  and  composed  by  Frederick  Solomon. 


I stood  upon  the  old  bridge  and  watched  the 
river  flow, 

As  daylight  beams  were  fading  fast,  the  even- 
ing sun  was  low ; 

My  memory  reviewed  the  past,  its  pleasure  and 
its  pain, 

And  in  my  lonely  reverie  I lived  life  o’er  again. 

CHORUS. 

Just  a little  sunshine,  just  a little  rain, 

Just  a little  happiness,  just  a little  pain; 

Just  a little  poverty,  just  a little  gold, 

Then  the  great  eventful  tale  of  life  is  told. 

Life’s  book  of  recollections  lay  open  to  my  gaze, 

I dwelt  amidst  the  early  scenes  of  childhood’s 
happy  days; 

I saw  the  school  and  playground,  too,  the  haunts 
of  former  years, 

And  as  my  mind  recalled  the  past  it  brought 
back  joy  and  tears. — Chorus. 

I saw  the  dear  old  homestead,  but  it  no  welcome 
gave. 

For  those  I loved  and  cherished,  now  lay  silent 
in  their  grave ; 

No  more  the  faithful  house  dog  lies  basking  on 
the  lawn, 

He,  like  the  dear,  dear  loved  ones,  is  long  since 
dead  and  gone. 

CHORUS. 

Just  a little  infant,  just  a little  child, 

J ust  a few  fast  fleeting  years,  then  a boy  so  wild, 
Now  he  reaches  manhood,  next  comes  on  old 
mi  age— 

Thus  you  have  the  story  from  the  cradle  to  the 
grave. 


Dedicated  to  All  Who  Have  Lost  a Dear  Mother. 

The  Old  Homestead  Where  My 
Mother  Died. 

By  Alice  Pond,  Author  of  “Little  Bo-Peep.” 

Copyright.  1891,  by  S.  W.  Blair.  Published  by  Permission. 

I have  roamed  in  distant  lands,  I have  sailed  the 
ocean  blue, 

I have  spent  full  many  a year  upon  the  sea; 

I have  seen  the  grandest  sights  that  eyes  have 
e’er  beheld, 

But  there  was  no  fascination  there  for  me. 

My  mem’ry  loves  a spot,  and  ever  dear  ’twill  seem, 

Till  time  at  last  its  memory  shall  hide; 

Where  the  little  song  birds  came  and  sang  their 
songs  around  the  door,  [died. 

’T  was  the  dear  old  homestead  where  my  mother 

CHORUS. 

Old  homestead  dear,  old  homestead  dear, 

The  place  that  in  my  memory  abides, 

And  there  never  more  can  be  any  sweeter  spot  to  me 
Than  the  dear  old  homestead  where  my  mother  died. 

I remember  all  the  scenes,  like  the  brooklet 
and  the  mill, 

And  the  fields  where  I would  wand’r  far  away ; 

I remember  faces  there  that  I never  can  forget, 
And  the  voices  that  I heard  from  day  to  day, 

Old  schoolmates  dear  and  true,  how  oft  I 
dream  of  them, 

I hear  the  songs  we  sang  at  eventide. 

But  those  dear  old  days  have  passed  away,  the 
brightest  of  my  life, 

In  the  good  old  homestead  where  my  mother 
died. — Chorus. 

Memory  takes  me  back  again  where  many 
times  I’ve  stood  [nests ; 

And  seen  the  swallow’s  flitting  round  their 

They  would  hover  round  the  eaves  of  the 
quaint  old  rustic  barn, 

The  spot  that  all  my  playmates  loved  the  best. 

I’d  take  my  line  and  rod,  and  I’d  wander  to 
the  brook, 

With  little  brother  trotting  by  my  side ; 

And  at  twilight  we'd  come  strolling  back  to 
greet  the  ones  we  loved, 

In  the  dear  old  homestead  where  my  mother 
died. — Chorus. 


Watching  at  the  Window  for 
Her  Boy. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  White,  Smith  & Co. 

Published  by  permission. 

He  left  his  mother’s  side  to  roam  the  world  so 
wide, 

He  left  her  without  warning  or  good-bye, 

And  all  the  weary  night,  her  heart  in  pain  and 
blight, 

She  watched  and  waited  with  a tearful  eye; . 
But  to  the  lonely  heart,  where  love  still  held  its 
part, 

No  message  came,  no  word  of  grief  or  joy, 

And  there  she  sits  each  day,  that  mother  old  and 

gray* 

Still  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy. 

CHORUS. 

Watching  at  the  window  for  her  darling  boy, 

W atching  at  the  window  for  her  only  joy, 

There  she  sits  each  day,  that  mother  old  and  gray, 
Still  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy. 

The  cottage  home  so  fair  still  wears  its  welcome 
air, 

It  seems  a beacon  on  the  sloping  hill;  [dear, 
’Tis  there  the  mother’s  tear  falls  for  the  loved  one 

With  gentle  hand  she  smooths  his  pillow  still. 
The  years  have  come  and  gone,  the  world  goes 
lightly  on, 

But  love  and  patience  time  can  ne’er  destroy; 
The  mother’s  heart  is  strong,  and  there  the  whole 
day  long 

She’s  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy. — Ch. 

Sometimes  at  twilight  gray,  when  weary  of  th’  day 

She  sinks  into  a calm  and  gentle  sleep, 

’Tis  then  in  visions  bright,  with  heart  that  feels, 
delight, 

She  sees  her  darling  sailing  o’er  the  deep; 

Her  dreams  are  fair  and  sweet,  she  seems  again 
to  meet 

The  child  that  e’en  in  absence  gives  her  joy; 
She  feels  again  sweet  rest,  she  folds  him  to  her 
breast, 

While  watching  at  the  window  for  her  boy. — Ch. 


There’s  Always  a Chair  for  Me. 

Song  and  Chorus,  with  Quartet  Refrain. 
Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Will  H.  Kennedy,  Agent. 

All  Rights  Reserved. 

There’s  a circle  of  faces  so  smiling  and  bright 
At  home,  sweet  home, 

And  I know  that  they’ll  welcome  me  back  with 
delight, 

No  matter  wherever  I roam, 

No  matter  wherever  I roam. 

In  morning  or  evening,  for  dinner  or  tea, 

There’s  always  a chair  at  the  table  for  me; 

In  fancy  their  dear,  happy  faces  I see, 

At  home,  sweet  home. 

CHORUS. 

There’s  always  a chair  for  me, 

No  matter  wherever  I roam; 

In  morning  or  evening,  for  dinner  or  tea, 

At  home,  sweet  home, 

There’s  always  a chair  at  the  table  for  me, 

At  home,  sweet  home. 

How  we  miss  the  dear  friends  that  forever  have 
gone 

From  home,  sweet  home, 

When  we  know  that  they’ll  never,  no  never  return, 
Across  the  dark  river  they’ve  flown, 

Across  the  dark  river  they’ve  flown. 

How  sweet  to  remember  that  while  we  are  here 
We’re  loved  by  the  ones  that  we  ever  hold  dear, 
Through  life’s  stormy  battle  there’s  nothing  can 
cheer 

Like  home,  sweet  home. 

CHORUS  AND  REFRAIN. 

There’s  always  a chair  for  me, 

No  matter  wherever  I roam. 

In  morning  or  evening,  for  dinner  or  tea. 

At  home,  sweet  home, 

There’s  always  a chair  at  the  table  for  me, 

At  home,  sweet  home. 

Home,  home,  sweet  home, 

Be  it  ever  so  humble,  there’s  no  place  like 
home. 


The  Mottoes  That  Are  Framed 
Upon  the  Wall. 

Words  by  Wm.  Devere.  Music  by  W.  S.  Mullaly. 
Copyright,  1888,  by  Willis,  Woodward  A -Co. 


There’s  a wealth  of  pure  affection, 

There’s  a retrospect  of  joy, 

Mingled  with  the  thoughts  of  mother  and  of 
home; 

And  the  tender  recollection  of  her  teachings 
when  a boy 

Seem  to  always  hover  ’round  me  where  I roam. 
Every  window,  every  door,  every  nail  beneath 
the  floor, 

Every  cranny  from  the  kitchen  to  the  hall, 

And  engraven  on  my  heart., 

From  memory  never  to  part, 

Are  the  mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall. 

REFRAIN. 

“God  bless  our  home,”  “ In  God  we  trust,” 

“ Kind  words,”  “ A welcome  to  all,” 

“Love  one  another,”  “ What  is  home  without  a 
mother?” 

Are  the  mottoes  that  are  framed  upon  the  wall. 

And  while  kneeling  in  the  evening 
I have  echoed  mother’s  prayer, 

And  I lingered  for  a gentle,  loving  kiss; 

And  I heard  her  “Good-night,  darling,”  as  I 
climbed  the  stairs, 

For  me  there  was  no  dearer  sound  than  this. 

Her  angel  form  reposes  ’neath  the  daises  on 
the  hill, 

An  offering  to  Him  who  rules  us  all ; 

Her  spirit  hovel’s  near, 

Seems  whispering  to  me  still 
From  the  mottoes  that  are  upon  the  wall. 

— Refrain. 


Take  Cood  Care  of  Mother. 

By  “Murphy."  Melody  by  James  A.  Bland. 

Copyright,  1885,  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock. 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  for  she’s  getting  old 
and  feeble, 

Her  hair,  that  once  was  golden,  is  turning  into 
gray; 

Her  face,  that  once  was  beautiful,  is  getting  fill 
of  wrinkles — 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  for  she  soon  will 
pass  away. 

Treat  her  just  as  tender  as  you  would  a little 
flower; 

Press  her  to  your  bosom,  as  she  did  you  when 
a babe; 

Kiss  her  and  caress  her  ev’ry  day  and  ev’ry  hour, 

For  you’ll  miss  your  dear  old  mother  when 
she’s  gone. 


CHORUS. 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  nurse  her  ev’ry  hour, 

Treat  her  just  as  tender  as  you  would  a little 
flower; 

Kiss  her  and  caress  her,  ev’ry  night  and  mom, 

For  you’ll  miss  your  dear  old  mother  when 
she’s  gone. 

Take  good  care  of  mother,  for  you’ll  miss  her 
when  she’s  sleeping 

In  the  <]uiet  country  churchyard  where  sum- 
mer blossoms  bloom, 

All  through  the  livelong  day  the  merry  birds  are 
sweetly  singing, 

And  the  lovely  flowers  fill  the  air  with  sweet 
perfume. 

Oh,  how  sad  and  lonely  we  will  pass  the  weary 
hours, 

When  the  angels  take  her  homeward  to  that 
land  that’s  free  from  pain; 

In  the  little  churchyard  then  she’ll  sleep  amongst 
the  flowers, 

Never  more  to  see  her,  or  to  speak  to  her 
again. — Chorus. 


That  Simple  Little  Song;  or,  Cod 
Won’t  Love  You. 

Words  and  music  by  Will  H.  Fox. 

Copyright,  1892,  by  Frank  Harding.  All  rights  reserved. 


Remembrance  is  a task  to  some,  to  me  ’tis  naught 
but  joy, 

Sweet  memory  takes  me  back  to  days  of  yore, 
To  a fond  old  mother’s  side,  where  oft’  I’ve  sat 
with  pride, 

Oh  1 that  I could  recall  them  just  once  more. 
The  evening  meal  when  over,  dear  father  he 
would  say, 

“Your  lessons  for  the  morrow’s  school  recite.” 
The  studies  being  done,  dear  mother  she  would 
come, 

And  tell  us,  after  kissing  us  good  night : 

CHORUS. 

“ God  won’t  love  you  if  you  don’t  be  good, 
God  won’t  love  you  if  you  do  act  rude  ; 

Mother’s  little  boy,  her  idol  and  her  joy, 

God  won’t  love  you  if  you  don’t  be  good.” 


Those  good-night  words  of  mother’s,  they  still 
linger  in  my  heart, 

And  though  Bohemian-like  I roam  afar, 

Often  tempted  to  do  wrong,  that  simple  little  song 
Has  ever  been  to  me  a guiding  star. 

In  fancy  I can  see  her,  tho’  many  years  ago, 
When  she  in  prayer  would  bow  her  old  gray 
head. 

If  obstinate  we’d  act,  she  would  tell  us  of  a fact, 
Which  we  both  loved  and  feared,  for  then  she  said: 

CHORUS. 

“God  won’t  love  you  if  you  don’t  be  good, 
God  won’t  love  you  if  you  do  act  rude  ; 

Mother’s  baby  girl,  her  precious  little  pearl, 
God  won’t  love  you  if  you  don’t  be  good.” 


After  the  Ball 


WordB  and  music  by  Chas.  K.  Harris. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Chas.  K.  Harris  & Co. 


A little  maiden  climbed  an  old  man’s  knee. 
Begged  for  a story  — “ Do,  Uncle,  please.” 

Why  are  you  single  ; why  live  alone  ? 

Have  vou  no  babies  ; have  you  no  home  ? 

“ I had  a sweetheart,  years,  years  ago  ; 

Where  she  is  now,  pet,  you  will  soon  know. 

List  to  the  story,  I’ll  tell  it  all : 

I believed  her  faithless  after  the  ball. 

CHORUS. 

After  the  ball  is  over,  after  the  break  of  mom — 
After  the  dancers’  leaving,  after  the  stars  are 
gone, 

Many  a heart  is  aching,  if  you  could  read 
them  all ; 

Many  the  hopes  that  have  vanished  after  the 
ball. 


Bright  lights  were  flashing  in  the  grand  ball-room. 
Softly  the  music,  playing  sweet  tunes. 

There  came  my  sweetheart,  my  love,  my  own — 
“ I wish  some  water,  leave  me  alone.” 

When  I returned,  dear,  there  stood  a man, 
Kissing  my  sweetheart,  as  lovers  can. 

Down  fell  the  glass,  pet,  broken,  that’s  all, 

Just  as  my  heart  was  after  the  ball. — Chorus. 


Long  years  have  passed,  child  ; I’ve  never  wed; 
True  to  my  lost  love,  though  she  is  dead. 

She  tried  to  tell  me,  tried  to  explain  ; 

I would  not  listen,  pleadings  were  vain  ; 

One  day  a letter  came  from  that  man  — 

He  was  her  brother — the  letter  ran  — 

That’s  why  I’m  lonely,  no  home  at  all ; 

I broke  her  heart,  pet,  after  the  ball. — Chorus. 


Lighthouse  By  the  Sea. 

Copyright,  1886,  by  White,  Smith  & Co. 

Published  by  Permission. 

There’s  a light — there’s  a light ! 

And  it  shines  far  out  at  sea, 

’Tis  a beacon  so  bright 
From  my  true  love  to  me  ; 

There’s  a light — there’s  a light ! 

In  a lighthouse  by  the  sea. 

CHORUS. 

In  a lighthouse  by  the  sea, 

There’s  a sweet  face  waits  for  me; 
Whene’r  I’m  away 
She  waits  day  by  day 
For  the  white  sails  far  over  the  foam  ! 

When  storms  rage  high  at  night 
Her  lamps  are  always  bright, 

She’s  the  pride  of  my  heart,  so  steer,  my  lads, 
for  home ! 

Many  a day  since  last  I saw  her  face, 

And  gazed  in  her  eyes  their  loving  truth  to 
trace, 

We’ll  meet  ne’er  to  part,  for  with  her  I’ll 
remain ; 

I am  coming,  yes,  I’m  coming  to  you,  sweet  lass, 
again. 

When  storms  rage  high  at  sea, 

Ye-ho,  my  lads,  ye-ho  ! 

She  waits  for  me, 

Ye-ho,  my  lads,  ye-ho  ! 


My  Little  One’s  Waiting 
For  Me. 

Copyright,  1875,  by  Knake  & McGinn. 


In  the  dell  where  the  brooklet’s  gently  flowing, 
On  the  bench  ’neath  the  old  willow  tree, 
Where  the  birds  their  songs  are  sweetly  singing, 
There  my  little  one’s  waiting  for  me. 

And  she  knows  well  the  sounds  of  my  footsteps, 
As  I cross  o’er  the  bridge  by  the  lea, 

And  I hasten  with  arms  stretched  to  greet  her — 
My  little  one’s  waiting  for  me. 

CHORUS. 

In  the  dell,  where  the  brooklet’s  gently  flowing, 
On  the  bench  ’neath  the  old  willow  tree, 
Where  the  birds  their  songs  are  sweetly  singing, 
There  my  little  one’s  waiting  for  me. 

Amd  at  night,  when  my  daily  toil  is  o’er, 

Aaid  I’m  wending  my  way  toward  my  home, 
My  heart  always  beating  with  pleasure, 

For  my  little  one  surely  will  come. 

As  I pass  o’er  that  clear,  rippling  brooklet, 
There,  watching,  I always  can  see, 

On  the  bench,  ’neath  the  old  weeping  willow, 
My  little  one  waiting  for  me. — Chorus. 


Three  Heroes  We  Have  Lost 

Or,  THEY  WERE  LOVED  BY  ALL  THE  NATION. 
Words  and  music  by  W.  Retisor. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  Will  Rossiter. 

’Tis  sad,  but  true,  this  nation  mourns, 

A loss  that’s  felt  by  all. 

Three  Gen’rals  that,  as  oft  before, 

Obeyed  the  signal  call, 

To  meet  a foe  we  all  must  meet, 

Ere  many  veal’s  roll  by, 

A foe  that  conquers  many  braves 
That  for  their  country  die. 

Their  lives  were  spent  not  for  themselves, 
They  had  this  land  at  heart. 

We  ne’er  shall  know  of  all  their  trials, 

In  which  they  all  took  part; 

Their  names  in  history  of  this  land, 

Will  shine  for  many  a day, 

Tor  Sherman,  Grant  and  Sheridan, 

All  three  have  passed  away 

CHORUS. 

They  were  loved  by  all  the  nation, 
Honored,  too,  by  every  one. 

Will  in  mem’ry  live  forever, 

For  the  noble  deeds  they’ve  done. 

We  have  lost  three  noble  heroes, 

Such  a loss  no  others  fill; 

Hard  for  such  men  to  surrender, 

But  they  must,  it  is  God’s  will. 

A braver  chieftain  never  liyed, 

Than  Sheridan,  in  lead; 

He  never  failed  to  be  in  time, 

Upon  his  coal-black  steed. 

The  year  of  eighteen  sixty-two. 

Is  when  he  first  gained  fame, 

And  up  to  eighteen  sixtv-five, 

Fought  with  his  might  and  main. 

His  presence,  too,  among  his  men, 

Would  give  them  heart  and  might, 

With  him,  their  Gen’ral,  in  the  front, 

They  never  lost  a fight. 

We’ll  ne’er  forget  his  gallant  act, 

In  eighteen  sixty-four, 

His  ride  to  Winchester  then  won 
The  fight  of  Shenandoah. 


CHORUS. 


He  was  loved  by  all  the  nation, 
Honored,  too,’ by  every  one. 

Will  in  mem’ry  live  forever. 

For  the  noble  deeds  lie’s  done. 

We  have  lost  a noble  hero, 

Such  a loss  no  others  fill ; 

Hard  for  him  to  death  surrender, 

But  we  must,  it  is  God’s  will. 

Then,  too,  there’s  good  old  Gen’ral  Grant, 
Is  now  beneath  the  sod, 

And,  Christian-like,  when  called  by  death, 
Feared  not  to  meet  his  God; 

He  left  this  world  without  a fear, 

For  it  he  did  his  best; 

As  but  one  heart,  this  nation  mourned, 
When  he  was  laid  to  rest. 

His  fame  o’er  this  land  is  known, 

His  life  for  us  he  spent; 

This  nation  showed  their  praise  for  him, 
They  made  him  President; 

His  fight  at  Vicksburg,  sixty-three, 

The  greatest  of  his  life, 

Then  fall  of  Richmond,  sixty-five, 

That  closed  the  civil  strife. 

Use  Chorus  of  first  verse. 

A book  of  fate  is  closed  at  last, 

For  Gen’ral  Sherman’s  dead, 

Of  such  a soldier,  true  as  steel, 

Can  naught  but  good  be  said ; 

He  ne’er  did  crave  for  worthless  fame, 
Cared  naught  for  public  life, 

A true  and  honest  love  for  home, 

Has  marked  his  noble  life. 

He  loved  his  country  heart  and  soul, 

His  work  was  nobly  done, 

His  many  fights  were  bravely  fought, 

And  known  to  every  one ; 

And  topmost  pinnacle  of  fame 
Forevermore  will  be, 

His  march  with  fifty  thousand  men 
Thro’  Georgia  to  the  sea. 

Use  ChoruB  of  second  verse. 


It’s  a Long  Lane  That  Has  No 
Turn. 


Words  and  music  by  Dan  Lyons. 
Copyright,  1889,  by  White,  Smith  & Co. 
Published  by  permission. 


As  we  journey  along  through  this  life, 

Over  the  land  and  the  sea, 

Hard  luck  and  sorrow  will  come  to  us  all, 
Where’er  on  this  earth  we  may  be. 

Never  despair,  but  drive  away  care, 

We’ve  all  got  a lesson  to  learn. 

You’ll  say  that  I’m  right  when  I tell  you  to-night, 
It’s  a long  lane  has  no  turn. 

CHORUS. 

Then  borrow  no  trouble,  where’er  you  may  be, 
Look  at  hard  luck  brave  and  stem ; 

If  it  does  not  to-day,  it  will  soon  come  your  way, 
It’s  a long  lane  that  has  no  turn. 

For  instance  a man  he  may  run  in  hard  luck, 
The  biggest  part  of  his  days, 

When  Dame  Fortune’s  wheel,  it  will  stop  at  his 
heel, 

And  his  eyes  on  a fortune  will  gaze. 

So  be  of  good  cheer  all  through  the  long  year, 
Don’t  cry  at  a scald  or  a burn, 

And  some  day  like  me  you  will  surely  agree, 

It’s  a long  lane  that  has  no  turn. — Chorus. 

Now  take  this  lesson  unto  yourself, 

Try  and  do  all  that  you  can; 

If  hard  luck  and  sorrow  stares  you  in  the  face, 
Don’t  mind  it,  brace  up  like  a man. 

Some  day  it  will  fall  good  luck  to  us  all, 

If  the  good  will  of  God  we  all  earn, 

You’ll  find  in  the  end  that  the  lane  it  will  bend, 
It’s  a long  one  that  has  no  turn. — Chorus. 


I’m  Ono  That’s  Done  yVrong  to 
My  Parents. 


I am  a man  that  has  seen  trouble  and  sorrow, 
l.onee  was  light  hearted  aruf^av, 

N*>t  a coin  in  this  world  can  I Ikhtow, 
since  mv  own  1 have  squandered  away. 

I once  w routed  my  father  and  mother, 

Who  now  have*  turned  me  away  from  their 
door,. 

To  l>eg,  shirve  or  die,  in  the  street  to  lie. 

And  to  enter,  their  dwelling  no  more. 

CHORUS. 

1 am  one  that  has  done  wrong  to  my  parents, 
Arid,  daily  l wander  about, 

For  to  earn  a small  mite  for  my  shelter  at 
night. 

Oh  ! God  help  me,  for  now  I am  cast  out 

Mv  father  will  say  when  he  meets  me, 

You  beggar,  you  still  are  at  large; 

Be  careful  and  don’t  come  too  near  me 
Or  else  1 will  give  you  in  charge. 

My  mother  is  nearly  heart-broken, 

And  <>ft iines  for  me  does  contrive 
To  hand  the  a coin,  with  her  head  hanging 
down, 

And  the  tears  falling  fast  from  her  eyes. 

I am  one,  etc. 

I’ve  a sister  that  married  a Squire, 

Who  dare  not  speak  one  word  to  me, 

Allhough  in  this  world  she’s  much  higher, 

And  rides  in  her  carriage  so  free, 
lint  the  girl  1 once  loved  so  dearly 
Is  dying  broken-hearted,  they  shy, 

She.  is  now  in  her  bed  and  ly  ing  most  dead, 

For  her  outcast  slie  oftimes  doc  s pray, 

1 am  one.  etc. 
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